"I have to see a man about a horse," Till said, which I know now meant that he had to go find this lady vice-president from Coca-Cola with whom he is having an affair. This is not the first time this kind of thing has happened. I don't even want to count the number of times Till has run roughshod over our marital vows. His flings have become so routine, he doesn't even bother apologizing any more. Which is another reason why I want to do what I want to do.
and then rode his soft-drink-executive horse, while I stood there watching Rafer Johnson-who-needs-no-introduction sweat underneath all the TV lights. While I was watching, two guys in red blazers stepped out into the middle of Peachtree and put the brakes on Rafer Johnson's forward progress. They told him there was a glitch up ahead. The news didn't seem to affect Rafer Johnson much. He just shrugged and ran in place to stay loose. The two guys in blazers, however, seemed very concerned about the repercussions of the hold-up in general, and about Rafer Johnson's profuse sweating in particular, maybe because of his proximity to the eternal flame. They told Rafer Johnson to cool his jets while they toweled him off.
I hung around for a while, waiting for Till to come back and watching these two men in loud red blazers towel Rafer Johnson off. I was standing right next to a cameraman for NBC, and so through his microphone I could hear the announcers making small talk and trying to kill time. They were talking about the New South and how Atlanta was the city that was too busy to hate and so on. While I was listening to them talk, some white guy next to me in a gray pin-striped business suit and a white Atlanta 1996 baseball hat tapped me on the shoulder. "Someone better call the police," he said, pointing at Rafer Johnson, who was just starting to run again. "Some black guy is stealing the torch." "That's not some black guy," I told him. "That's Rafer Johnson." "Even so," the guy said. I looked around to see if anyone had overheard this conversation that we were supposed to be too busy to have. No one had, but still. As the wife of an Olympic organizer, I decided that I didn't have to stand around and listen to this kind of stuff and be made to feel socially uncomfortable. We all have to make our stands. So I headed off toward the organizers' tent to find my husband. I found him in the back of the tent with the lady Coca Cola executive, who was wearing a red business suit.
They both looked spacey and smelled a little ripe and fruity, like chardonnay, even though they were both drinking scotch. I knew what this meant. I'm no idiot. "Evie," Till said, "I'd like you to meet Sarah Jameson Fuller." "Nice to meet you," Sarah Jameson Fuller said, sticking out her hand. I ignored the hand. "So, is she the horse?" I said to Till, just like that. "Excuse me?" the horse said. "She is," Till said, just like that. "The horse has three names," I said. "She certainly does," Till said. "Excuse me," the three-named horse said. "I'm going home," I told Till. The three-named horse's hand was still out and so I shook it. Then I walked to the shuttle bus stop, where I waited in line for two hours for the shuttle to take me to my car. Once I finally got to my car, the traffic was so bad it took me two more hours to drive to our house in Marietta. It's normally a thirty-minute trip. By the time I hit our two-year-old faux Tudor on Sweet Briar Lane, I was steaming. If I were a big drinker, I'd have downed all of Till's pricey singlemalt scotch. If Till and I had children, I would have beaten them, or at least sent them to their rooms, immediately after I was done drinking that scotch.
Instead, I took a nice long bath. I decided to do what I am going to do two hours later. I had gone to bed, and then gotten up to go to the bathroom. When I got out of the bathroom, Till was in our bed reading the Journal-Constitution. I didn't even hear him come in. ttI didn't even hear you come in." ttI took off my shoes. I didn't want to wake you." "I was already awake." "That's not my fault." "It's allyour fault," I told him. Then I mentioned some of the women I know he's slept since we've been married: two co-workers, one cigar bar waitress, one woman who monitors the salad bar in the company cafeteria. "I could go on," I said. But I don't do anything. Each night, I watch the Olympics until eleven or so. Then I go upstairs. I stand over Till's sleeping body with my legs far apart for balance and freeze up, wondering about why people lose love and whether they can ever get it back. You see, I can't completely forget that Till wasn't always this awfiil a husband. On Monday, an Iranian male gymnast gets the bronze in the floor exercises, and I think of how at our wedding Till read a Kahlil Gibran poem just because I asked him to. On Tuesday, a German wins the shot put, and I think of how Till and I once went to an Octoberfest in Walhalla, South Carolina, where Till sang Deutschland, Deutschland Ùber Allés until the organizers said they would give him a porcelain beer stein if he would just shut up, which he did. So they gave Till a stein, which he presented to me with a great sweeping bow. He was very romantic. You can't just completely forget small gestures like that. And on Wednesday, a skinny British girl elbows an older Italian runner to the ground during the women's 10,000 meters. The older runner rolls over onto the infield, and lies on her back, reaching her arms out dramatically toward the sky, screaming something in Italian. The British girl feels so bad about the incident, she doesn't even finish the race; instead she runs back to the fallen Italian, telling the woman she didn't mean it and begging for forgiveness. I watch all this and think about how Till felt so guilty about his first fling -with Sheryl in the Microsoft travel division -that he confessed without me even confronting him, without me even knowing anything at all about Sheryl in travel. I remember how Till wouldn't stop apologizing, wouldn't even let go of my hand until I said I would forgive him, which I did. Till promised that it was the last time and that I wouldn't regret it.
Then, on Thursday, I watch an American decathlete pull a hamstring during the 100 meter hurdles. The decathlete sits right on the track, weeping, pounding his fists on the track's surface. The announcers explain this is the third time he's hurt himself in as many Olympics. 
